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Ow may the Loyal once more hope to ſee 
The CITY Bleſt, with civil Majeſtry ; 
The People pleas'd with their Monarchs choice, 
The WHIGS confolinded; and the Church rejoyce; 
Since he is choſen to poſſeſs the CHAIRE, 
Who never knew no other honour here : 
Then to diſcharge thoſe duties, which the juſt 
Carries untainted with them to the duſt, 
In whole exa, and credible demean, 
Much Loyalty and Juſtice may be ſeen. 
Juſtice, that may miſtaken Zeal recall, 


And turn the Sward, which pointed to whitehall, 
Againft thoſe Rebells, that wou'd deſtroy us all. 
Rebells, that wou'd deſtru&ively once more, 
Unthrone their King, and Tap out Erglſh gore, 
Whole tender conſciences diſgeſt no Law, 

But what was made to keep their KING in awe] 
Who rather than their cauſe ſhou'd periſh yer 
Wou'd dtaw on Heaven, if Heaven wou'd ſuffer it; 
Proud and ungrateful Wretches, that muſt be 
By Juſtice laſht into fidelity, 

Or nothing elſe. their pride cati countermand, 
Not Argos Eyes, nor yet Briarss hands , 

In theſe letigious times can ſcarcely do, 

Without the helir of Heaven and Ceaſar too. 
Therefore let Juſtice then their ACTS regard 
Aad on this ſpacious CITY Watch and Ward : 
But ſince the Scales will now be ballanc'd true, 
And held at once by God out King and you, 
What can we fear when govern'd we ſhall be, 
By this thrice great, thrice bleſt Triumviry. 
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